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Memory 


of friendships 
made fast by 


Old 
Overholt 


Rye 

wot **Same for 100 years’’ 

Sc“ yt” Aged in the wood and bot- 

‘ tled in bond—rich, pure, 

mellow—a —a superb whis- 

key worth asking for— 

j isting upon—if nec- 
essary 


A. Overholt & Co. 






















SAYs SHE. 
My Granny she often says to me, 
Says she, ‘‘ You ’re terrible bold, 
It’s you have a right to mend your ways 
Before you ’ll ever grow old,” 
Says she, 
‘* Before you'll ever grow old. 
For it’s steadfast now that you ought to be, 
An’ you going on sixteen,” says she. 
‘*What Il you do when you’re old like me, 
What ’ll you do?” says she. 


‘* What will I do when I’m old?” says I. 
‘*Och, Musha! I'll say my prayers, 

1’ll wear a net an’ a black-lace cap 

To cover my silver hairs,’’ says I, 

Says I, 

‘*To cover my silver hairs. 

When I am old as Kate Kearney’s cat 

I ‘il sell my dress and featherdy hat, 

An’ buy an old bedgown the like o’ that, 
The very like o’ that.”’ 

Mv Granny she sighs and says to me, 
‘*The years fly terrible fast, 

The girls they laugh an’ talk with the boys, 
But they all grow old at last,” 

Says she, 

‘They all grow-old at last. 

At Epiphany cocks may skip,” says she, 
‘*But kilt by Easter they ’re like to be. 
By the Hokey! you'll grow as old as me, 
As weak an’ old,”’ says she. 


**Maybe you tell me no lie,’’ says I, 
‘*But I’ve time before me yet. 
There’s time to dance an’ there’s time tosing, 
So why would [ need to fret?” 
Says I, 
‘*So why would T need to fret? 
Old age may lie at the foot of the hill, 
*Twixt hoppin’ and trottin’ we’ll get there still. 
Why wouldn't we dance while we have the will, 
Dance while we have the will?” 

—The Spectator. 


UNMISTAKABLE EVIDENCE. 


“ Aha!” exclaimed Hurlock Sholmes, 
as he entered the apartment. “There 
was a mouse in the room!” 

“Your power of scent, Hurlock,” 
commented Woctor Dotson, “is sim- 
ply. marvelous.” 

“Scent nothing!” said the great 
detective. ‘See the heel marks of a 
woman’s shoe on this chair!” —Arown- 
ing’s Magazine. 


Dotce.— Your dogs are fighting 
upstairs! 

SCHERZO.—No; that is my husband. 
He is an opera singer, and is practic- 
ing the réle of Mime in “Siegfried.” — 
Musical Courier. 


Caroni Bitters.—A good friend of all the family. 


Sample bottle will surely captivate you. 25 cents will bring 
it. Oct. C, Blache & Co., 78 Broad St., N. Y., Gen’! Distrs. 


Nose Science. 

| There is a science called mnemonics, 
which is trying to get itself introduced 
into our public schools. We have no 
kick on this science—only it seems to 
us to be a roundabout way of arriving 
at facts that you ought to remember 
right off the bat. It appears to work 
something in this manner: 

“When was Lincoln born?” asks 
the teacher. 

“I f-f-forget,” whines the pupil. 

“Naturally you do. Go at it right. 
How many Muses: are there in my- 
thology?” 

‘“‘ Nine.” 
| “Right. Now double that number.” 

“"l'wice-nine ’s-eighteen.” 

“Right again. Multiply it by 100.” 

“1800.” 

“Good. 
to that.” 

“1809.” 

“Aha! That’s when Lincoln was 
‘born. Why don’t you learn the 
\scientific way of getting at these 
| things?” 





Add the number of Muses 


member dates.—/Vain Dealer. 











As we said in the first place, it’s a 
noble science; but we’d rather re- | 


PURE FOOD® ’ 


WHISKEY | 


ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE 


ForSaletverywhere 


ATED. B= 


Ne amare 





HE took her about her delicate little waist and lifted her lightly up into his 
arms. Her eyes closed and a wisp of her golden hair caressed his forehead. 
His breath was fanning her waxen cheek. Suddenly he set her down aimost 
harshly. “Gee!” he said. “It sure is tough to work in the doli department.” — 
Princeton Tiger. 











\ West, Tampa, St. 
, and Mobile. 


\ to Texas without change. 
45, North River, New York. 


\ OR ASK ANY OF THESE AGWI TOUR BUREAUS: 


Ni New York 
290 Broadway 

































Most Inviting Cruises 


The most popular sea trips this winter are Southern Cruises to 
the American Mediterranean, that romantic region reached by 
the big, fast, comfortable steamers of the 


Atlantic, Gulf & West Indies Steamship Lines | 


Write for AGWI NEWS, a beautifully illustrated free magazine full of helpful travel 
information, and describing the cruises of the following steamship lines: 


° TO FLORIDA. 

Clyde Line Daily except Sun- 

day, calling at Charleston, Bruns- 

wick and Jacksonville, with con- 

nections for all leading Southern re- 

sorts. ‘The best way South.’’ From 
Pier 36, North River, New York. 


. To Texas and 

Mallory Line all points South- 
west and Pacific coast. 
water route trip to Galveston, Key 
Petersburg, 
Only route New York 


Exhilarating 


192 Washington St. 


506 Commercial Natl. 





Direct Sailings to Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, Texas, Florida, 


Old Mexico and San Domingo. 























Porto Rico Line ?¢'** 5% 


cruise to and around the island, $110, 
covering all expenses, touching at prin- 
cipal ports. Send for booklet and infor- 
mation about sailings, rates, &c. Gen- 
eral Offices, 11 Broadway, New York. 


° Luxurious twin 
Ward Line screw steamships 
to Bahamas (Nassau), Havana, 
Cuba, Mexico, and Yucatan, with 
rail connections to all important in- 
terior cities. Write for booklets. 
General Offices, Pier 14, East River, 
New York. 


From Pier 


PHILADELPHIA 
701 Chestnut St. 


BosTon 





CHICAGO 
Bank Bldg. 


Good whisky must be properly aged, it must be pure. 
This famous old liquor has stood the test for purity 
made by thousands of eminent physicians who prescribe 

it. Sold by all good merchants or sent direct. 


Money back if not pleased. 


The James E. Pepper Distilling Co, 
Dept. 201 Lexington, Ky. Express 


7 MES EPEP 
WHISKY 


America’s Oldest and 


Bottled Ng PL) Mm AUALO)y Adm bles bale! 
~ EST. 1780 
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Departinc Gursr.—You ’ve got a pretty place here, Frank, but it looks 
a bit bare, yet. 





Host.—O, it’s because the trees are a bit young. I hope they’ll have 


grown to a good size before you come again!— London Opinion. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 





Good Cheer of 
Christmas 


Apply to nearest dealer or write NOW to 
|. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 


To Make a 
A Hit 


Evans’ Ale 


‘Tue Harber Task. 


Senator Root, at a luncheon at a 
Washington Country Club, said of war: 

“Our arbitration treaties come none 
too soon. The world is getting tired 
of war. This fact was well brought 
home to me the other day by the re- 
mark of an English diplomat. 

“He said that, at the end of the 
Boer War, two Unionists were wrang- 
ling at a dinner. 

“¢T” said the first Unionist, a lieu- 
tenant of volunteers, ‘I went to the 
war and defended my country.’ 

““¢Pshaw, what of that?’ the other 
retorted. ‘I stayed in my country and 
defended the war.’”—G/obe- Democrat. 


He Was MIsTAKEN. 


“T asked your husband last evening 
if he had his life to live over again 
would he marry you, and he said he 
certainly would.” 

“ He certainly would n’t.”— Houston 
Post. 


He.—O, but you mustn’t blame me 
for my ancestors, you know. 

SHe.—I don’t. I blame them for 
you.— Boston Transcript. 





with your Xmas gift 
send a barrel containing 
10 doz. bottles of 


and showthat you know 
how to prolong the 





dear. 


A SAIN?vTED LEG. 


LittLe Giri.—Your papa has only 
got one leg, hasn’t he? 

VETERAN’S LITTLE GiRL.—Yes. 

LitTLeE Girt.—Where ’s his other 


one? 


VETERAN’sS LITTLE Gir_.— Hush, 
It’s in heaven.— Home Herald. 








Smoke This Christmas Calabash 
a) 07 the Outers Book 












This splendid pipe 
is given absolutely 


Free With a Year of - 
The Outer’s Book at $1.50. 


You know the magazine— live, red- 
blooded monthly of outdoor topics, an 
authority for sportsmen, filled with good 
Stories, notes and wrinkles that amount to 
something—dressed up in life-size magazine 
Style, with hundreds of interefling pictures and 
Stories that will hit you where you live. It’s there 
with the goods every month. 


You will find the magazine itselfa big value for $1.50 
and the pipe is an ideal Christmas present for yourself 
or friend. You get this fine Calabash as a special in- 
ducement to subscribe, so sit right down this minute 
and hustle in the one-fifty. Back comes your 

money if yoy do not like either pipe or magazine. 


Outer’s Book, Dep't 10, Milwaukee, Wis. 



















This is some pipe, believe us—gooc enough to smoke 
anywhere, but in church. Genuine African Calabash, 
cool, light and graceful—rubber bit that feels good 
to the teeth, and real meerschaum rim bowl. 
course, you know a Calabash takes a color 
equal to the best meerschaum. It is some 
pipe—just try to buy its equal for a dollar 
and see if you can get within a mile of 
its quality and good looks. 




















| 
| 


In tobaccos as Ur“ pLuG 
with everything ; 
‘quality commands its price”. For 


PHILIP MORRIS 
English Mixture and Cut Plug 


you pay $2.00 the pound, in 25c, 50c and 
$1.00 tins. It’s worth that—and more. The 
English idea has been ‘‘ Americanized ’’ — 
you get tobacco perfection without paying 
import duty. 

If your dealer does not stock these to- 


ccos send us his name and address 
with 2Sc. for trial 2 oz. tin of either brand. 


PHILIP MORRIS & CO., Ltd. 


402 West Broadway ew York 





“Dip Algy make a hit at the literary 
club?” 

“IT guess he did. He pronounced 
‘Les Miserables’ in a brand-new way, 
and then alluded to it as Victor. 
Herbert’s masterpiece.”— Washington 
Herald. 
“MISTER,” inquired Dusty Rhodes, 
“would you contribute a dollar to help 
beautify your thriving city?” 

“What’s the idea?” 

“A dollar will buy me a ticket to 
the next town.”— Courier-Journal. 


Puck Proofs 


Photogravures from PUCK 


Copyright 1908 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 























THE FIRST AFFINITY. 
By Carl Hassman, 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 13 x 19% in. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


This is but one example of the PUCK 
PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for 
Fifty-page Catalogue of Re- 
productions in Miniature 


Address PUCK 
295-309 Lafayette Street New York 
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DURING THE CLOUD-BURST. | 


Uy Zig 












a 


IK 


He 


Lote _ 

















‘* Anything new to-day ? ” 


‘‘Not a thing, old chap! Nothing new under the sun! ’’— Ze Rive. 





A society of rejected McNamara jurors may be formed unless it is found 
that such an organization might prove unwieldy.— ain Dealer. 
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was never spoken 
over a stein of better 
or more healthful beer than 


Jacob Ruppert's 


Knickerbocker 


“Che Beer That Satisfies” 


It exemplifies the highest 

perfection of the art of 

brewing. Ask your 
dealer. 


Bottled at the 
Brewery, 
New York 
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HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


IS OF 
MELLOW TONE AND 
PERFECT QUALITY. 
ITS UNIQUE AND 
UNIFORM CHARAC- 
TER DISTANCES 
ALL COMPETITION 


GUARANTEED UNDER 
THE PURE FOOD LAW 


i es at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 


NAHAN & SO. 
@ 


ee DLODLQQOOOND POO OY OPOOV SOY OVE 


IN, Baltimore, Md. 
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ADVERTISING CLERK (0 lady who 
is advertising for a husband),— This 
will take twenty lines, and not eighteen 
as you estimated. 

CustoMER.—What shall we do—I 
have no more money with me? 

CLERK.—We might leave out a few 
words—“‘attractive personal appear- 
ance,” for instance.—FViegende Blatter. 


Maupbe.—In that book you just 
finished did they marry and live happily 
ever afterward? 

Marjorie.—Gracious, no! I don’t 
read fairy stories any more.— Mew 
York Times. 





_ THe Duxe’s Story. 
“Daughter, has the duke told you 
the old, old story as yet?” 
“Yes, mother. He says he owes 
about two hundred thousand plunks.” 
— Washington Herald. 


Meant WELL. 
He.—They asked me to their recep- 
tion, but it was n’t because they liked 
me; it was only because I can sing. 
Sue.—Q, I’m sure you ’re mistaken. 
—Boston Transcript. 


Bossy.—Mrs. Bjones has a friend 
who has died and gone to the bad 
place. 

Mamma, — Why, Bobby! 
makes you say such things? 

Bossy.—Well, she said that she had 
a very warm friend who was dead. — 
Milwaukee News. 


What 


THE Ideal Bitters. Carent— the on ly genuine. 


Why not have the best? They cost no more. Once we 
always used. Oct. C. Blache & Co., 78 Broad St., 
Gen’! Distrs. 














Walk, 


Shae oe is the poem 
that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. 

We have now issued 


“WALK 





as a Booklet, in large, 
readable type, with 
original illustrations, at 


Ten Cénts per Copy. 


Admirers of this famous poem 
will appreciate the opportunity 
to secure copies in handy pocket 


form. 























Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 


USEDINTHIS 


\ .\ PUBLICATION // 
RE 
Tee 


Sy 
7 ) 
«& 
i M 


PHOTO 
| ENGRAVING CO. 


PUCK BUILDING 


“HOUSTON \ 
. ORK 


295-309 LAFAYETT! 
NEW 

















SMALL CIRCULATION. 


SHopMaAN. — Here is a very nice 
thing in revolving bookcases, madam. 

Mrs. Newricu.—O, are those re- 
volving bookcases? 1 thought they 
called them circulating libraries.— 
Christian Register. 


1913.—How do you make such a 
hit in society ? 

1911.—Well, you see, I mistake alt 
the débutantes for soc iety leaders and 
all the society leaders for débutantes, 
—Frinceton Tiger. 





INSULTED. 

A strapping German with big beads of perspiration stream- 
ing down his face was darting in and out of a Philadelphia 
department-store. 

His excited actions attracted the attention of all the sales- 
persons, and they hardly knew what to make of it. Finally a 
hustling young man of the clothing department walked up to 
| him and asked: “Are you looking for something in men’s 
clothing ?” 

“No!” he roared; “not men’s clothing; vimmen’s cloth- 
ing! I can’t find my wife !’’— Lippincott’s. 
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‘JOHANNA, please go to the pawnbroker’s and pawn my 
gold watch. The poor man, I understand, is not getting much 
business, and I think we should help him along!” — Fiiegende 
Blatter. 
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The Kranich & Bach Player Piano 


brings into the home the joys and refining influence of all 
musical compositions without necessitating any previous musi- 
cal education. 


It immediately endows its owner—without study or practice—with 
an absolutely technical perfection quite impossible of accomplish- 
ment with humen hands. 

With its marvelous “Tri-Melodeme” and other exclusive devices, : 
all simple and easily operated, it provides means for personal Watrer.— Yessir! We’re very hup ter date ’ere. Cooks 
control and expression or interpretation not excelled by the ability heverythink with electricity! 

of the most famous Concert Pianists. - CusToMER.—O, you do! Well, just give this steak an- 


Let us send, without cost to you, two handsome booklets describing the other shock, please! —Sydney Bulletin. 
KRANICH & BACH Player’ Piano—the most masterfully constructed and 
exquisitely finished musical instrument of modern times. 


THE Easiest Way. 
KRANICH & BACH cae anaes ote THE PLaywricHTt.—Alh! The audience is calling for 


the author. 

THE Housse-MANAGER.—I hear ’em; but you can get 
out through the alley, and I’ll hold ’em back while you beat 
it.—Philadelphia Evening Bulletin. 











ON THE WEDDING JOURNEY. 


ae) || Puck Proofs me Puck 








Copyright 1910 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 








THE Driver. — Pardon me; but if you don’t stop soon with your 





kissing, the horses will run away with me. They think all the time that 














I am chirruping with my tongue.—FViegende Blitter. TIME, THREE A.M. ASLEEP AT LAST. By Angus MacDonail. | 
totic : Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. | 

° | 

“1 must brush the cobwebs from my brain.” This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send ten i 





ats. for Fifty-page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature. Address PU CK » New York 








“Then you ought to get a vacuum-cleaner!” — Baltimore American, 
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Along the crisp December road 
Comes Puck, the Post-Boy, witb bis load. 
What does be bring to you and me? 
Turn o’er the pages, friend, and see. 











BH damsel fair and a poutb devout, 
Bnd strolled across the lea. 


The dJamsel she was Genevieve, 
The poutb was Ferdinand; 

And as they blitbely tripped along 

De trilled a wild, impassioned song 
Bnd led ber by the band. 


** © Genevieve, when in thine eves 
W gaze witb mad delight, 
Wot torture’s steel=sbhod, rending racks, 
Ror beadsman’s gleaming, blood-stained are 
Could turn my thoughts aside. 


Sbe nestled closely at bis side 
And gazed into bis epes; 

Sut even as she looked be stared, 

With sudden madness writbed and glared, 
And struggled to arise. 





“‘Ob, beautcous darling of my beart, 
Sucb is my passion’s beat 

Tbat on the earth there ’s not a thing 

So vip’rous Hf could feel its sting 
While kneeling at thy feet!’’ 


‘te did not becd the maiden fair, 
But pranced and roundly swore; 

And she, witb nose bigb in the ait, 

Turned ’round and fled (1 know not where),— 
De never saw ber more. 





They came unto a flowery bank Hnd so these twain were torn apart, 
And sat them down to rest; Ere sbe could clasp bim in ber arms Wor wedded will they be, 
But underneath the youtb so bold he ’d sbricked an oatb unclean, Wo more they'll stroll in rapturous bliss 
There grew a thistle tougb and old nd to bis feet be’d wildly sprung, Wor whisper lovingly and kiss 
Bnd barbed like bedgebog’s crest. And clutched bim where the thistle stung, Beneath the greenwood tree! 
And danced upon the green. H. W. Fiferlik. 






































IS THERE ANY SANTA? 


“ T THERE any Santa, daddy, 
Is he really, truly so?” 
Asks a little dimpled laddie 
Of the man he thinks should know. 
And he stands there, palpitating 
Through a breathless, anxious pause, 
With his wide eyes waiting, waiting 
“Is there any Santa Claus ?’’ 


And a man must pause and ponder, 
And the wings of Thought must beat 
Back to Long-Ago-Land yonder 
Where the taste of life is sweet; 
Back where none are ever weary— 
There the beak of Fancy draws 
Forth an answer to the query: 
“Is there any Santa Claus?” 


Is there wild and magic beauty 

In the dawn that breaks above? 
Is there ever mother-duty 

Arm in arm with mother-love? 

Is there balm for hearts that sicken 
With the round of world applause? 
Are there ancient hearts that quicken ?— 

“Is there any Santa Claus?” 


Are there any saints in glory? 
Is there hope of joy deferred? 

Is there aught in song or story 
Other than the written word? 
Does the brown upon the meadow 

Change to green by kindly laws? 
Is there light in outer shadow ?— 
“Is there any Santa Claus?” 


Life is what we make it, seeing, 
And high faith and courage find 
Entrance to the House of Being, 
Bringing light to human kind. 
Yet, while Time the Truth is masking, 
Youth seeks not alone —because 
Man himself must answer, asking: 
“Is there any Santa Claus?” 
Chas. C. Jones. 


oe 


HIS SHINING GIFT. 


" WEETHEART,” he began passionately, as she opened the door to 

him on Christmas afternoon, “I have come to offer you my little 
token of a Merry Christmas. I want you, when you wear it, to consider 
it as asymbol of my love. Let it bind us closely together. Dearest, 
pray accept this little gift. I am sure it will fit your finger!” 

She took the small box with trembling hands, giving him an alto- 
gether adoring look and nestling closer, her heart palpitating. At last 
he had made good! O, ten million joys! Then ten million more! 

Eagerly she lifted the cover, and her eyes met the bright, shining 
brilliancy of a beautiful silver thimble! 








FROM THE POLKVILLE CLARION. 


rr BoOMERSHINE, who is now living in Kansas City, Christmased 

in our midst, and declared he enjoyed it so much that he would 
have remained and New-Yeared if he could possibly have spared the 
time. As it was, he stayed a couple of davs longer than he had intended, 
and Sundaved with us. 

He says that J. J. Slopes, who absconded from here last year, after 
arsoning his lumber-yard, went to Kansas City, where he some time later 
bigamied, and not long ago suicided. 

Pinkney declares that he hopes to return next year and holiday with 
his friends for a whole week; if not, he will certainly try to Easter, or at 
least Fourth-of-July, here. 





CHORUS-GIRL REPARTEE. 


TRIXIE.—O, you’re not such a much! 


Zaza.—No?_ I don’t see any Pittsburgh millionaire’s picture 


on your bureau, either ! 








Oo” him that hath it shall be given, but with no definite or positive assurance 


that he will not be bored by it. 
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‘*Yais, ABSALOM, CHRIS’MUS AIN’r NO CuHrRIs’MUS WiFoutT Yo’ Has A YULE-LOG.”’ 
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**Doan’ Yo’ 


Lose Him! 


Doan’ Yo’ Lose Him!” 

















‘De Lawp Done Lep 


Me To Dat YuLe Loc!” 
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and be sure you hang it where 


VENus. — Good-by, son; 





it will do the most good! 











The Hmbush. 





PUCK 


IRE JLQOKED JUKE SANTACLaus. 
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“*O-0-0-0-0, you're Mr, Santa 
Claus! I know, ’cause I've 
seen your picture.” 




















11.—““Come on! It’s all right! He's 
Santa Claus!” 
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HIE READS HIS FIRST PLAY. 


DRAWING-ROOM OF MR. NOMAN OF THE GOAHEAD THEATRE. 
BEARSKIN RUG. 


M* Noman (fonderously lighting a cigar; to himself )— Two hundred 

and fifty and forty-five is—let me see—fifty and forty-five —two 
hundred and ninety-five. There’s a little to go on 
with. The market rates for players are going up. 
Luckily, authors are so much the dozen—when 
they ’re young. (Japanese butler enters; silently 
presents card; gazes at it blankly). Eh? Who? 
Show him in. 

(Mr. Twitts enters; he carries a portfolio 
which he handles with loving care.) 

Mr. N. (carelessly). — Howdedo, Mr. Twills? 
Cold weather. Got something there for me? 

Mr. T.—Er—yes. My play, you know. 
Mr. N.— Which one, my boy? 
Mr. T.— The one I spoke to you about. 
MR. N. (without evincing any enthusiasm ).— 
Ah yes, Of course. Of course. You are 
going to read itto me. To besure. Fling 
your things in the corner there. Don’t upset 
the goldfish, Come and toast your toes. 
There now, we’re ready. 

(Mr. T. opens his portfolio and draws 
out a typed script; runs his fingers through 
the leaves and clears his throat.) 

Mr. N.—A cigar; eh? 
Mr. T. (apologetically ).— Er—lIf you have 
no objection, I’m going to read. 

Mr. N.—Of course. Stupid of me, but my mind is so full of 
details (settles himself back in chair with air of resignation). Fire 
away, my boy. 

Mr. T. (¢aking a long breath ).—The title is Zhe Girl in the 
House. 

Mr. N.—Won’t do. | That has been used before. 

Mr. T. (in pained surprise).—\1 don’t think so. 

Mr. N. — Suppose we call it “Well, I’m 
Blowed!/” Rather a good title, eh? I’ve had it 
in my mind for some time. 

Mr. T. (aghast).— But But 

Mr. N.—Oh, we’ll make it fit all right. 
But go on, Mr. Twills. 

Mr. T. (veads).—“ Act 1. Library in Van- 
derdecken’s town house. _R. is door leading to 
hall. L. door leads to small conservatory. Fire- 
place R. downstage. Before it two easy-chairs. 
Mr. Vanderdecken——” 

Mr. N.—'That’s Wilter, of course. 

Mr. T.—Yes, I had him in mind 
for Helen, his wife. 

Mr. N.—Oh, by-the-by, Miss D’Orsay is coming to 
hear you read this. Perhaps we’d better wait for her. I 
forgot that. 

Mr. T.—I 

Mr. N. No, No. I always let my leading lady bear the play. 
What were you going to offer as an objection? 

Mr. T.—I wasn’t. I was going to say that I should be delighted. 

Miss D’Orsay (bustles in. She is clothed in furs to the point of 
her delicate nose ).—Well, Jack, here I am at last. O-oh it is cold. 

Mr. N.—Glad you’ve come, Addie. (Helps her off with coat.) 
Twills, my boy, Miss D’Orsay. Mr. Twills was beginning to read 

Miss D.—I’m so sorry, Mr. Twills. 

Mr. ‘T.—Not atall. I 

Miss D.— But I’ve just been at my dressmaker’s. I have got the 
most cunning little dressing-gown with slippers to match. I must really 
wear it in something. 

Mr. N.—Twills may have something for you. ( Zhey resume seats. ) 

Miss D. (sweetly ).— Please don’t mind me, Mr. Twills. 

Mr. T. (commences again ).—“ Act 1. Library. Mr. Vander 

Miss D.—I saw Wilter to-day. Heard the latest about him ? 
Oh, I beg your pardon, Mr. Twills. Yes, Mr. Vanderdecken is 

Mr. T.—Is waiting for Helen, his wife. 

Miss D.— Do you like the name Helen? I don’t one bit. Could n’t 
you change it to—oh, Vera. Make it Vera, please, Mr. Twills. 

(Mr. T. makes an ostentatious note on his script.) 

Mr. N.—I’ve been thinking, Twills, that the library scene is rather 
vut of date. They always open on a dark stage. Now, why not have 
a bedroom scene? Eh? 

Miss D.—Of course. Of course, Jack: How clever you are to 
think of it. Lovely! I could wear the dressing-gown there. 

Mr. T.— Bu 
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Mr. NOMAN IS SITTING IN FRONT OF AN OPEN FIRE. 
A CAGE OF CANARIES FILLS THE AIR WITH CHIRPING. 






THE ACTRESS. 


A FAT BULL-TERRIER SNORES ON THI 


Mr. N.— You ’ll fix that all right, Twills. Now the scene is a bed- 
room. Vanderdecken is waiting for Helen, or Vera, or whatever her 
name is. Where is she? 

Mr. T.—She says she has been at the opera. She is always 
gadding about, leaving her husband at home. 

Miss D.— Is she a Suffragette, or has she lovers, or ——- ? 

Mr. ‘T.—She isn’t and she has n’t. Only he thinks he is sure that 
she has. ‘That all comes out in the dialogue. 

Miss D. (with air of resignation ).—Well, we will learn that, I sup- 
pose. Please don’t let us interrupt you any more. It’s too bad of 
Jack. You're a bad boy, Jack. 

(Mr. T. fills his chest with air and plunges recklessly into his 
dialogue.) 

Miss D. (suddenly. )—That’s where I change to the dressing-gown. 
You see, I say plaintively: “I’m so tired, Winfred. Please keep the 
rest of your lecture till the morning.” 

Mr. N. (indulgently ).—Yes, yes! 

Mr. T. (with emotion ).—*“So that is the end of it, Helen” —I mean 
Vera. Vera, with note of triumph in her voice: “No, Winfred. It is 
the beginning of all for me!” ( Curtain.) 

Mr. N. (slow/y).—Very good, my boy! Very good indeed, for a 
beginner. Needs a lot of polishing, though. Now, if you were to 
brighten it up. It’s too heavy. Suppose you have a little chorus—say 
a dozen—in dressing-gowns in that first act. 

Mr. T. (in horror).—But this is a serious play. 

Mr. N.—My dear boy, there’s no call for serious plays nowadays. 
Absolutely none. I might as well put on Shakspere. Still, there are 
some bright lines in it—eh, Addie? 

Miss D.—Yes, I should like to play Vera myself. But she’s so 

sobby. I could never weep like that. Make her just a 
wicked little woman, you know—not going too far. It 
all comes right in the end, of course, Mr. Twills ? 
Mr. T.—Er—no. She poisons herself. 

Mr. N. and Miss’ D. (in a joint shriek of re- 
proach and horror ).—An unhappy ending! 

Mr. T. (confused).— Yes. I’m afraid it is, 
rather. You see—— 

Mr. N. (solemnly).—I dare n’t do it, my 
boy. Now, why don’t you take it away? Write 
it up again as Miss D’Orsay suggests. ‘The bed- 
room scene to open. A little chorus. I have 
a bully Candle Song that is just the thing. Make 
‘em visitors in the house. What is the second act ? 

Mr. T.—Er—the same. 

Mr. N.—We want an aviation meet. You 
could wear the costume, Addie, that you wore 

when you went up with Graham White. Yes. Act 

Two, an aviation meeting on Long Island. Say! make 

Vanderdecken an aviator. 
Mr. T. (4#midly).—I1 don’t think it will fit in, Mr. 
Noman. 

Mr. N. (heartily ).—Fit in, my boy! That’s what the 
stage is for. To fit in things. Then we must have the third act at 
Newport or Key West. 

Mr. T.—And the fourth ? 

Mr. N.—Cut it out. Three acts is as much as I can stand for. 
There now, you see the drift? Quite simple. 

Mr. T. (drearily).— Yes, Mr. Noman. Of 
course, I'll do my best to 

Mr. N. (paternally ).—That’s right, my boy. 
Never be above a good suggestion. Bring it 
‘round to-morrow morning and let me read it, 
Got your things? Be careful of the goldies. 
Good-by! Good-by! 

Mr. T. — Good-by, Miss D’Orsay! 
Good-by, Mr. Noman! (Retires hastily.) 

Mr. N. (fensive/y). — Funny thing, 
Addie, I should have to teach all of these 
beggars their business. 

Miss D.—Yes, poor things. 
think he may do. 

Mr. N. (indifferently). — Anyway, 
there’s lots of ’em. So don’t worry. We'll 
spot a winner in a day or two. 

Mr. T. (at the elevator gate ).—Oh 
dear! Oh dear! I suppose he’s right. 
(Brightening up.) She seemed to like the 
idea of it, anyway. (Jmportantly.) Down! 

Robert W. Sneddon. THE MANAGER. 
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Santa Claus’s Wlorksbop is Unioni3zed. 





THE WALK-OUT. 





THE ScaB Gets HIs. 


i 


“KrppDIEs, I COULD N’T HELP IT. I HAD A STRIKE IN My PLANT!” 
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LEVERING 














DEAD TO THE WHIRL. 
44° stood in front of the clothing-store on 


the corner, staring fixedly at an entrance 

across the street. Scores of people 

passed through his line of sight, but he 
did not see them. 

A tire on a big touring-car exploded with a 
‘“‘p’wing!” that caused everyone else in the 
block to jump. His gaze did not flicker. 

A street-car jumped the track and slid over 
against the curb. Not an eyelash wiggled. 

A policeman passed the Italian fruit-vender’s 
stand without taking a banana. Still, those eyes 
never so much as flinched. 

Later, across on the opposite corner, an elec- 
tric bulletin-board flashed to the cheering crowd 


PUCK 








THE PUP AND THE PENDULUM. 
we. 


around it the story of the most exciting ball- 
game of the season. ‘The eyes of the Sphinx 
could not have remained steadier than those 
that still bored across the street. 

Two harem skirts stopped to chatter just in 
front of him, but his eyes did not lower the 
thousandth part of an inch. 

After a time the door behind him suddenly 
opened. In another instant a pair of strong 
arms went around him. But he did not seem 
at all surprised, and offered no resistance. He 
merely leaned stiffly and awkwardly over the 
other’s shoulder and gazed unheedingly down 
his back at the pavement. Unprotestingly he 


DOUBT. 


agen How do you think this edition 
of Prince Boomheister’s ‘‘Secret Corres- 

pondence” will go ? 

Epiror.—I really don’t know. ‘They ’re 
the most peculiar documents of that kind I 
ever read. 

ASSISTANT.— How so? 

Epiror.—They actually contain secrets. 


A DOMESTIC TRIM. 


ps OMAHA MAN (in surprise ).—What! 
Back already ? Why, I thought you were 


allowed himself to be carried inside. It was - going to see Europe ? 


closing time, and he was the aforementioned 
clothing-store’s dummy. Louis Schneider. 


SECOND OMAHA MAN (cheerfully ).—So did I, 
but it seems that New York saw me first. 





The Canterbury Pilgrims: 


Sbowing What They 
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THE OBSERVATION CAR. 





THE NEW ORDER. 


K, ILL you,” implored the Spider, “walk into my parlor?” 

As the shrewd reader will have conjectured, he was an 
insect of the old school, with notions formed prior to the 
bringing forward of the germ theory. 

The Fly, on the other hand, was strictly up to date. 

“Sure thing!” he assented, with a wicked leer. 
And there was something downright pathetic about the consternation 
of the Spider when the Board of Health hereupon declared him in quar- 
antine and posted unsightly placards on his web. 


WHAT’S IN A NAME? 


geet Se ’s the matter with the “Don’t Worry Club”? The 
members seem to be very nervous about something. 

GILLIs.—The annual election of officers occurs Tuesday, and every 
one is anxious to be elected president. 


THE OTHER SIDE. 
IN 1910. 
_— MAN IN AMERICA (¢hinking of rapacious landlords, rent laws, and 
poor crops ).—This year we will all go back to Ireland and show our 
poor down-trodden countrymen what a free country did for us. 


IN 1920. 

AMERICAN IN Europe (¢hinking of rapacious Trusts, poor tariff laws, 
and high cost of living).— This year we all go back to America and show 
our poor down-trodden countrymen what a free country did for us. 


BLISS. 
ee WayBack.— My pa says in New York they have buildings 
forty stories high. 
‘Tommy Ruret.— Ain’t that fine! A kid could spend ‘most all his 
life sliding down the banisters, could n’t he? 





—— Missed by Being Born Too Soon. 
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BEING A REGULAR ATTENDANT AT SUNDAY-SCHOOL, HE AT 


FROM THE POLKVILLE CLARION. 
bh’ happily was exemplified, last Wednes- 


day afternoon, that neither bolts nor bars, 
as the poet aptly stated, can keep fond hearts 
asunder, when Miss Elodia Fretta Dismukes 
became the blushing bride of Claud Wadding- 
ton Weems at the residence of the groom’s 
parents” under the urbane officiation of the 
Reverend Mr. Busenbark. The course of true 
love had run smooth for this popular couple 
until three days before the date set for their 
nuptials, when the unfortunate young man was 
stricken with measles. But nothing could 
daunt the dainty bride-to-be, and at the ap- 
pointed hour the wedding procession, consist- 
ing of relatives and friends who earlier in life 
had been victims of the malady which had laid 
the groom low, formed in the front yard, and 
headed by Miss Dismukes, arraved in all her 
festal finery and leaning on the arm of her 
father, passed into the sickroom, where she 
and Mr. Weems were made one, while the organ 
pealed forth “O, Promise Me!” and the bride 
stood beside the couch of pain and looked 
down at the sufferer with a pretty air of posses- 
sion and protection. Love will always find a 
way! Tom P. Morgan. 


Gag is blind, but the prudent lemon will still 
continue to wear orange blossoms. 











JOHNNY’S NOAH’S ARK. 


GETTING OFF EASY. 


ee in the Garden of Eden had just named 
the animals. 

“A pretty big job,” he announced, “but 
just think of the fellow who will have to name 
all the diseases!” 

Herewith he pitied his posterity. 
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HOLIDAY HINT. 


UsEFUL CHRISTMAS PRESENT FOR ANY ONE 
ADDICTED TO THE WHISKER HABIT. 


ONCE PROCEEDS 
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TO ENACT THE FLoop. 


DIFFICULTIES. 


ties ghost of the defunct betrayed so un- 
common a mixture of uneasiness and 
reluctance that the curiosity of other wraiths 
was presently moved. 

“Why don’t you get busy?” those latter 
made bold to inquire, at length. 

To which the unhappy spirit replied: 

‘Alas, 1 was murdered in a flat so replete 
with articles of ver/u that when I think of haunt- 
ing it in the dark, in my bare shins, my courage 
fails me!” 

A hush fell upon the assembly, for while 
there were those present who had been most 
foully done to death, none had quite such dif- 
ficulties to contend with. 


ITS LOCATION. 


tye Roxron. — And the Duke is so 
brave, papa! Why, he declares he in- 
tends to become an aviator! 

Papa.—H’m! He does, eh? Wants to 
visit his castle, I suppose? 


IN BOSTON. 


EACHER.—Waldo, name one of the best- 
known characters of fiction. 
WaLpo (aged five, superciliously ).— Santa 
Claus! 
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EASY STREET. 


i em was once upon a time a church which labored 
under the burden of exceeding poverty, such that its 
very mice were in a class by themselves. 

It meant hard times for everybody. The 
minister starved, and even at that the congregation 
had to pinch and plan and rake and scrape to keep 
things going. But one day a philanthropist came 
to the rescue. 

“My friends, I like your spunk!” quoth he, 
and with that he bestowed upon the church an 
endowment such that it was lifted perpetually 
beyond mundane want. 

Of course the people 
rose up and called him blessed. 
They rendered thanks to the 
ff Giver of gifts, and sang hymns 

of praise, and thought them- 
selves very fortunate. 
“ Henceforth,” they exclaimed 
joyfully, we may devote ourselves 
wholly to the religious side of 
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A WINTER SKI LINE. our church! 
But before long they found 


= es themselves affected with a curi- 
ous manner of drowsiness. They 


JUST FER ME AN’ PA. still performed the stated rites of 
WISHT there wuz a sort of home worship, but perfunctorily. 
From wich a kid could pick his ma; Though they held faithfully to 
I’d know just what to get, you bet,— the form of service, they were 
The peachiest ma you ever saw, given somehow to feel that it did 
Just fer me an’ Pa. not greatly matter any more. | 
They pondered. wath 
I’d never pick a s’ciety swell “Can it be that the soul of re DIFFERENT NOWADAYS. 
To bum er do bridge stunts all day, ligion is the sacrifice it induces in its JAPHET (first day out).—By 
Who’d wear great heaps of hair and rings followers?” they asked one of an- George, Father! You were n'ta 
An’ make all kinds uv bills to pay, other wonderingly. a Sew Seas oe ae. 
Just fer me an’ Pa. Whether or no, they fell away, ae pag ‘vs 
leaving the endowed church to be- facies quanata ne coils oe a 
I’d not fool with a brainy one come a mere social convenience, Ship Subsidy bill passed ! 
Et yearns to be a Suffragette, where grand dames resorted to show 
An’ chases round to clubs all day off their millinerv, their gauds, and their limousines, and wherein there 
An’ raises Cain at home, you bet, were no poor folk that you could notice. Ramsey Benson. 


Just fer me an’ Pa. 


" | ¥ did he explain his trumping when he might have followed suit ?” 
‘Said he'd spent the summer roughing it and had gotten the habit.” 


1’d just look up a nice, plain ma, 
With kindly face an’ eyes that smile, 
Et likes to cook an’ mend tared cloes, 
An’ has a baby once in a while, 


Just fer me an’ Pa. 
May Fowler. 


% 
JUST LIKE A WOMAN. 


Fae Senator, who was opposed to votes for women, 

found himself cornered by an ardent Suffragette. 
His gallantry would not permit of a brusk retreat. He 
listened attentively while she enumerated her reasons 
why suffragism should be granted her sex. 

“Madam,” he began, when an opportunity to 
speak was at last accorded him, “I am going to let 
you into a great secret.” 

He looked carefully about him and noted that 
they were alone. 

‘“‘What is it, Senator?” she inquired eagerly. 

“Your wish will soon be granted. We are going 
to make a law compelling the women to vote!” 

He quivered with intensity as he imparted the 
secret. A cold, ominous light sprang into her eyes. 

“QO, you are, are you?” she fumed. ‘“ Well, we’ll 
see! From this day I shall use every influence against 
suffragism. Compel us! Why, the idea!” Whereat 
she walked angrily away, leaving the Senator to his own 
pleasant reflections. 








y seems to be rather widely believed that educated women SUPPLY AND DEMAND. 
do not attract men, but nobody is quite sure whether they EpDITH.— Can you tell me the reason for the high cost of living, Mr. Mushley? 
I suppose it’s because there is considewable demand 





are unattractive because they are educated, or educated be- Mr. MuSHLEY.—O—aw 
cause they are unattractive. faw it, you know. 








© matter how you economize time, you can’t avoid spending all you have in 
one way or another. 








THE PUCK PRESS A CHRISTMAS NIGHT 


INDIGNANT CHORUS OF LAST YEAR’S ToYS.—Do they deserve anything 1 
5 





‘MAS NIGHTMARE. 


leserve anything more, Your Honor? Just look what they did to Us! 
5 





here- 


FATHER’S STORY. 


uNNny little thing happened in the office to-day,” said 
Gabbleton at the dinner-table the other evening. 
Gabbleton likes to tell a story, and he was full 
of the charming one he had brought home 
to the bosom of his family on this particular 
evening. 

* Yes,” he added, “I don’t know when we 
have had anything so funny happen in the 
office. We had a customer come in from the 
% country, and ia 
“Percy dear,” said Mrs. Gabbleton, gently, 
_to the eldest of the four Gabbleton hopefuls, 
% ““Myou are making too much noise with your 

01 How often have I told you that soup 
showld be eaten with as little noise as possible? 

It is very disagreeable to others to—but go 

on with your story, father dear.” . 

“Well, it was like this: We had a regular ‘jay 

come from the country, and P 

“Pardon, me, father dear; but do you think it quite wise to use 
such a vulgar word as ‘jay’ right before the children? I was reading 
in my Mothers’ Guide magazine only yesterday about how parents should 
set their children a good example by being careful with their speech, 
and—but go on with your story. I am sure we are all eager to hear it.” 

“Well, this man from the country o 

“Thank you, father dear. That sounds so much better than ‘jay.’ 
I do think, father, that we cannot be too careful — but there, I didn’t 
mean to interrupt you. Go on with the story.” 

“‘ Well, this customer of ours from the country came in, and of all 
the guys that ever e 

“Qh, father dear! ‘Guy’ sounds as bad as ‘jay.’ I don’t think 
that we want our children using such words and then saying that they 
learned them from their own father.” 

“All right. Ill cut them out, if you say so. This man from the 
country came in and mt 

“Harry dear, stop hammering on the table with your knife-handle. 
How often have I told you that one should never toy with one’s knife 

































or fork or spoon at the table? It is vulgar to do so, and mamma does 
not want her boy to grow up into a vulgar man, and I am sure he 
does not want to be a man of that kind. Stop hammering with your 
knife and pay attention to father’s story. I am sure that it is very dear 
of father to bring home a nice new story, and we all want to hear 
it. Now, father dear, let us have the story.” 

“Well, this man from the country came in about ten o’clock, and 
he had ‘country’ written all over him. A bunco steerer would quickly 
have sized him up as easy fruit, and A 

“QO, father, father! How I wish, dear, that you would not use 
such slang expressions at your home table. If you must use them, 
dear, pray do so at the club, and not before your children. ‘Easy 
fruit’ seems essentially vulgar to me.” 

‘‘ Better say he was a lamb, father, and 

“Silence, Percy! No such language as that at this table! It shall 
never be said that your own mother did not at least try to rear her 
children so that they would be refined in their speech. But we really 
must hear father’s delightful story. Let us have the story, father.” 

“Well, this man was as green as May grass, and all the boys in the 
office grinned when he came in, and my typewriter fairly tittered 
out loud, and 44 

“Why, father dear, it doesn’t seem to me that that was a very 
courteous way to receive a customer, no matter how he looked. Seems 
to me your typewriter was decidedly impertinent, and I should have 
rebuked her for such discourtesy. It seems to me that A 

“Oh, she did n’t mean anything by it. And if you could have seen 
this man you would have excused her, for Pe 

“Beg pardon, father dear; but is open discourtesy ever really ex- 
cusable? I should be sorry to have any of our children feel that they 
could laugh openly in the face of any one, no matter how that person 
looked, and I really think that you should have taken your typewriter 
to task for her bad manners. But I am keeping the children from 
hearing your story. Now, children dearies, father is going to tell us an 
amusing story, and we must all keep very quiet and listen to it. I was 
reading the other day of how pleasant it was to have amusing stories 
told at the table. It is a real aid to digestion to laugh heartily while at 
one’s meals, and we must listen to father’s story. Go on, father dear.” 
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A CLEAR DISTINCTION. | we 


“Sorry you could n’t git to the Sit and Argue Club last night, Squire,” sympathetically said HiSpry. ‘We 
hed considerable of a discussion, I want to tell you! Professor Twiggs pretty nearly convinced the rest of us that 
the planet Mars is not inhabited. He contended that if there is no life on Mars gg 

‘‘What ’s that got to do with it?” interjected the Old Codger. Even if there is no life on Mars it don’t 
follow that Mars is uninhabited. Look at this town, right here, for instance!” 
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FORCE OF HABIT. 


Sbe was a pretty sbhop=girl, and one day the winsome miss 
Was waiting on a poutb, when lo! be stole from ber a kiss. 
Sbe soundly scolded bim, of course, but as be turned away 
Sbe sbyly looked at bim and asked: ** Will that be all to=dayp?”’ 





“Well, as I was saying, this 
queer-looking duck came in ws 

“ Father, dear, what would your 
customers think if they heard you 
referring to them as ‘ducks’? And 
they might hear of it, It is sur- 
prising how little things we say 
sometimes rise up and confront us 
in strange ways. I am sure that if 
this customer of yours heard that 
you have referred to him as a 
‘duck,’ you would lose him as a 
customer. I wish, dear, that you— 
but let us have the story.” 

“Well, this man came in when 
all of us were up to our ears in 
work, and ——” 

“Excuse me just a moment, 
father dear, while I speak to Lucy. 
Lucy dear, I want you to stop loll- 
ing in your chair in that slovenly 
way. Sit up straight and listen to 
father’s story. Father is going to 
tell us a dear story, and I know 

that we all want to hear it. Sit up, 
Lucy, and hear father’s story, and — Lucy, do you ear me? Then why 
do you not do as I say? Father can’t tell his story with any pleasure to 
himself or others when he is not being listened to as he should. It is very 
kind and dear of father to bring us home a nice story. Now, father, we 
really must have the story.” 

“ As I was saying, this man from Podunk or Jayville, or some other 
rural hamlet, walks in at about ten o’clock with a carpet-bag of the vint- 
age of 1853, and his clothes looked as if they antedated the Civil War 
by a dozen years, and———” 

“Wait just a moment, father 
dear, until I ring for some more 
bread. It does seem so 
strange that Katy cannot 
exercise a little more judg- 
ment when it comes to bread 
for the table. She either 
cuts twice as much as we 
need, or not half enough, 
and — Katy, please 
bring in just a few 
slices of bread. Now, 
children, be quiet and 
we will hear father’s 
story. You say that 
this gentleman came 
in at about ten 
o'clock ?” 

“*«Gentleman!’ 

Ye gods and little 
fishes! If you could 
have seen him, I 
guess you would n’t 
have applied the 
word ‘gentleman’ 
to him, for i 

‘Father, dear, I 
always give every 
man the credit of 
being a man and a 
gentleman until I know 
that he isnot. Manya 
true and honest heart beats 
beneath—but I am keeping 
you from your story. Now, 
children, we must Just 
wait, and you will find out 
what we are going to have for 





























and giggles at everything?” 
‘«She is a poetess. 













ARTISTIC TEMPERAMENT. 


‘‘Who is that young woman —the one that continually bubbles over with gayety, 


In deeply melancholy verse she is thought to have few equals.” 


dessert, Harry. It is rude to ask 
such a question. You must stay 
right here at the table until the 
meal is over, no matter whether 
you like the dessert or not. Any- 
how, you want to stay and hear 
father’s story, for——— Harry! 
‘The idea of your sitting there and 
saying that you don’t care anything 
about father’s story! I hope that 
he will take you up to your room 
and give you a real hard punish- 
ment after he has compelled you 
to listen to his story. It would 
serve you right, for Now 
we will hear father’s story.” 
‘Well, this man came in, and in 
a voice that was a cross between a 
buzz-saw and the wail of the wind 
howling overanempty jug he 
“QO, father dear, don’t you really 
think that you exaggerate a little ? 
Your mother said the other day 
when she was here that you always 
did exaggerate everything in order to 
make a story sound funny, and I really don’t think that it is setting the 
children a good example. I think I note a tendency in Harry to exag- 
gerate, and when he hears his own father———__ But we will let that pass. 
Now for the story.” 

“The first thing he said was to ask if there was a ‘gent’ there named 
Gabbleton. A ‘gent!’ Jeewhillikins! I thought——” 

“Of course he meant ‘ gentleman,’ father, and I don’t see anything 
so dreadful in it. Seems to me it would have been only kind and cour- 
. teous of you to have Any- 

how, father, I think that ‘gent’ 
sounds quite as well as ‘jee- 
whillikins,’ which is a word 
I sincerely hope the 
children will not be 
using. Children, re- 
member that you 
are not to use that 
word. Now, Harry, 
if you do not take 
your pudding and 
eat it as you should, 
you shall not hear 
father’s nice story, 
and What is 
that, father? .... 
You really have to 
go right now to at- 
tend a directors’ 
meeting ? And you 
can’t wait long 
enough to tell us 
your story? How 
sorry I am! But we 
will have it in thé 
morning at the 
breakfast -table. 

Percy, mother will 

certainly have to 

punish you if you 

say such a thing as 

that again about 
father and his story. 
Come home early as you 
can, father dear, and don’t 
forget that we are to have 
the story in the morning at 
breakfast. 
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Max Merriman. 
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A CROSSED WIRE. 


HERE was just one chance in 
many thousands that Mr. William 
Brown and Mrs. William Brown 
should both decide to call up 
Mr. Brown’s place of business 
at the same time. Also there 
was just one chance in many 

thousands that the telephone girl 

should cross the wires of Mr. and 
Mrs. Brown, but such a crossing was 
accomplished, whereupon the following merry 
repartee followed: 
Mr. B.—Hello! Is this 450? 
Mrs. B.—No, it isn’t. Please get off the wire. 


Mr. B.—Beg your pardon, but will you 
please get off the wire? 

Mrs. B.—No, I won't! I’m paying for 
this call, and I’m not going to pay twice. 


Mr. B.—But the wire is busy. 

Mrs. B —Yes, and I’m using it. 

Mr. B.—And so am I. 

Mrs. B.—Well, if you had any manners 
you would wait until I had finished. 

Mr, B.—And if you had any manners you 


would realize that you are in the wrong, and 
put up the receiver. 

Mrs. B.—/ in the wrong! It is you, sir, 
who are in the wrong. 

Mr. B.—You are mistaken, madam. You 


crossed me. 
Mrs. B.—Tell me I lie, then. 
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Mr. B.—No, madam. You are 
merely mistaken. 

Mrs. B.—Only a polite way of saying I lie. 
You are no gentleman, sir. 

Mr. B.—And you are no lady. 

Mrs. B.—Oh, if my husband could hear 
you speak to me like that! He’s a gentleman, 
and would deal with you as a-gentleman gen- 
erally deals with brutes who insult ladies. 

Mr. B.—If your husband were there he 
would tell you to hang up the receiver 

Mrs. B.— He would, would he! Not me! 

Mr. B. , please. I say he 
would tell you to hang up the receiver if he 
were more of a gentleman than you are of a 
lady. 

Mrs. B.—You— you 
only hear you speak! 

Mr. B.—If he could only hear you speak! 

Mrs. B.—He at least knows me as a woman 
of easy temper, and you, sir, make me violent. 

Mr. B.—And you, madam, make me swear. 

Mrs. B.—I’d like to hear you address your 
wife the way you are now speaking to me. 

Mr. B.—It would never be necessary. She’s 
a lady. 

Mrs. B.—If vour definition of a lady is as 
accurate as your idea of a gentleman, then she 
mav be what you call her. 

Mr. B.—Madam, you are positively insult- 
ing. My wife is the most amiable, the sweetest- 
tempered, the most thorough lady in the world. 

Mrs. B.—And my husband is the acme of 


not that, 








Oh, if he could 











MA’ Optimist is a man who can make lemonade 


are handed him. 
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te little blonde stenographer 

Was late again to-day ; 

Of course ’t was very wrong of her 
But what was I to say? 

For when she faced my verbal lash 
With bored and languid air, 

I saw the reason in a flash —- 

A diamond solitaire ! 








My duty then to me was clear: 
To chide, you understand ; 
1 knew I ought to be severe, 
But, on the other hand, 
I saw she had a good excuse, 
For with a regal air 
She proudly flashed—oh, what ’s the use ?— 
A diamond solitaire ! 


Oh, somewhere in the world there is 
(I have n’t met her yet) 

A girl who'll give her mind to biz, 
And never, never let 

Her heart be won by lures of love; 
But tell me who would dare 

To dictate to the wearer of 
A diamond solitaire ? 


gentle- Can someone kindly recommend 
manli - A maid of modest mien, 

ness. I A creature of the proper blend, 
wish I Half human, half machine ? 
could say A job awaits her if her face 

the same for Is such no man would care 
you. My hus- To win her hand whereon to place 
band would A diamond solitaire! 


teach you the 
rudiments of 
civility. 

Mr. B.—It is not 
because I think you 
are in the right, madam, but because I take pity 
on your ignorance, that I give way to you. 
Accidentally I had the misfortune to conflict 
with you when I asked Central for 450, and 

Mrs. B.—450? Why, that is the number | 
wanted. It is my husband’s office, and if you 
are a friend of his 

Mr. B.— Is that you, my dear Clara? 

Mrs. B.— For mercy’ssake! Isthat you Will? 

Mr. B.—Well, of all queer things! 

Wm. R. Carpenter. 


|. Adair Strawson. 
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THE UNEXPECTED. 


“ H E HAS such a habit of telling *7sgué stories 
in mixed company that people are scared 
when he opens his mouth. Butthe othernighthe 
told a very good story that was perfectly proper.” 
“What happened ?” 
“Well, everybody looked distressed when he 
began, and disappointed when he finished.” 


out of the lemons that 
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HAD THREE trout on a willow withe 

As I came over Cantle’s Hill. 
The day was young, and I was blithe, 
For I ‘d left my rake and I'd left my 

scythe 

To fish for trout by the mill 

Where the brook runs deep and still, 
And I’d good luck, O notable luck, 

O famous luck by the mill! 


I had the King of the Goose-Pond Brook 
As I came over Cantle’s Hill — 

The finest trout ever caught on a hook! 

But I met a maid with a violet’s look 

And eyes so deep and still 

That my heart began to thrill, 

And my feet went slow, as a man’s will go, 

When he’s all a-glow and a-thrill ! 


Ah, not for me, but for my fish, 

Were the eyes so blue and still! 

With sinking heart I read her wish: 

To have my King served up in a dish — 
Ah, well, she had her will! 

And the thanks I got were mil: 

For she seemed confused, and a bit abused, 
When I refused her bill! 


I had two trout on a willow withe 
As I came down from Cantle’s Hill. 
The day was old, and I not blithe, 
And I wished I’d never left my scythe 
To fish for trout by the mill. 
O eyes so deep and still! 
1’d had bad luck, O pitiful luck, 

O painful luck, on the hill! 

Allan Updegraff. 
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THE CHRISTMAS CAROL. 



































BEFORE. 
{ SING HO, CHRISTMAS! 











AFTER. 
SING OWE, CHRISTMAS! 





IS SHE AN EXCEPTION? 


“T pon’T believe in it at all,” said Mrs. Popney. “It isn’t a woman’s 
proper sphere. She has enough to do in her own home.” 

Popney regarded her with becoming admiration. Spoken like a 
woman of common sense,” he said. ‘Of course you don’t believe in it! 
Besides, you know that you are the real ruler of this house anyway, and 
that it is much more important than the political function I exercise once 
a year or so. About all I do is to choose between two men, neither of 
whom I would vote for if I could get anyone else, but who have been 
put up by two political par- 


Woman’s Club has taken itup. They are to have a debate on it this week.” 

“Are you going?” 

“Well, would you? Iam insome doubt. You know, Mrs. Smith 
next door is going to make a speech.” 

“T thought she was against it.” 

“She was. But she has gone over. So has Mrs. Briggs.” 

Popney feared the worst. His wife decided to attend the Woman’s 
Club debate and sundry other functions which followed. One afternoon 
Popney ran across the announcement of some of the names of the Suffra- 

gette leaders, and among 





ties for reasons of their 
own — mostly dependent 
upon their pocketbooks.” 

“That’s just it!” replied 
Mrs. Popney. “And Iam 
glad to say that Mrs. Smith 
next door, and Mrs. Briggs 
on the other side, both 
agree with me. I was talk- 
ing with them about it to- 
day. Indeed, I know of 
only one woman in the 
place who is on the other 
side—that Mrs. Bolter, and 
she is hardly worth men- 
tioning, anyway—she’s so 
masculine.” 

Popney went to his busi- 
ness p:rticularly pleased to 
think he had suchasensible 
wife. He spoke of it oc- 
casionally during the next 
two months, quietly but 
proudly, to his friends. 
There came a day, how- 





them, nearly at the top of the 
list, beheld his wife’s name! 

“Took here!” he said 
excitedly. “I thought you 
didn’t believe in woman 
suffrage? You said you 
didn’t. You were quite 
emphatic about it. What 
does this mean ?” 





“T don’t believe in it,” 
she whispered, “Only 
please don’t tell anybody 
so. This is just between 
you and me.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“*T mean just what I say. 
This is our secret, you 
understand. Please, dear, 
don’t give it away.” 

“But I don’t grasp,” he 
went on. 

“That ’s only because 
you are so ignorant. You 
see, that was before the 


awe whole movement became 











ever, when Mrs. Popney 











general. But now it’s dif- 


observed: WEBSTER TO THE RESCUE ferent. The Woman’s Club 
“This Suffragette movement 1s gree ‘ has taken the matter up, every 

very interesting, is n’t it?” Mr. CoopaH.— Could you lemme look in yo’ dictionary a minute, Kuhnel! body has been talking about it, the 
“Why, what’s doing?” Jest want t’ find a couple of words to add to mah lodge-office title what Ah was whole dreadful thing has been agi- 
*“O, I see the women are organ- elected to last night. They dun chose me Grand High Most Worthy Exalted tated to such an extent that there was 


izing generully, You know, the Imperial Plenipotentiary, but it strikes me dat sounds jes’ a little bit cheap! nothing else formetodo.” G7 
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THE CREDIT SYSTEM. 
LITTLE bit of money does a large amount of work. 
It pays Green’s bill to Robinson and Robinson’s to Burke, 
Who does n’t keep the money long, but hands it on to Snell, 
And everything ’s as merry as the trite, glad wedding-bell. 


But Blank invests the whole amount in one expensive jag, 

And then there’s nothing coming to impatient Jones and Nagg 

Who cannot make the payment due to Sullivan and Krupt, 

So Williams is embarrassed and poor Wilkinson bankrupt. 
Walter G. Doty. 

od 


NOT FOR HERSELF. 


M*s GABBLETUNG.— Yes, two tickets for the matinee next Saturday 

afternoon — good seats I want. They are not for myself, and for 
that reason I am even more particular about them than if they were. 
They are for a friend of mine who lives out a little ways, and she has a 
very young baby so that she cannot well leave home in the daytime, and 
so she ’phoned in and asked me to get her two good seats for the 
matinee next Saturday. She has a friend from the West visiting here, 
and wants to bring her in to the matinee and she wants two of the best 
dollar-and-a-half seats. She wanted me to be sure and see that they 
were not behind a post, because a post obstructs the view, you know, and 
I often wonder why they ever put a seat behind a post. I have been 
in nine different theatres in New York, and I never yet had a seat behind 
a post, although I have had seats so far around at the end of the balcony 
that you could n’c see the actors half of the time. As these seats are not 





NEW YORK TO HONG KONG. 


OLD SALT (after a long period of cogitation).—Say, mate! D’yer know that 
last Monday must ha’ been Chris’mus? 





for myself I want to be sure 
that they are well located 
and that——— Don’t you 
think that those seats would 
be a little too far back? 1 
would n’t mind if they were 
for myself, for I have ex- 
ceptionally good eyesight 
and my hearing is very 
acute, but my friend for 
whom I want the seats wears 
glasses, so her eyesight is really 
not of the best and I am afraid 
that O, those seats are too 
near the stage! You see all of the 
paint and other artificiality of the 
scenery and actors when you are too 
near the front, and the music of the 
orchestra rather jars on you, although 
I would n’t mind that if the tickets were 
for myself; but, as I say, they are fora 
friend who has a young baby, so she 
couldn’t Are those two end seats 
right there taken? They are? That’s 
too bad, for I feel sure that they would 
be just what my friend would want. 
They are not near a post and if you 
want to walk out in the foyer between 
the acts it saves you the trouble of 
climbing over a lot of other 
people when you have end 
seats, although I almost 











always 









EXPLAINED. 


HER FIANCE. — What is that 


patter upstairs? Sounds as if it’s 
raining in the room above us. 
Hrr.—O, no. Those are just 
the buttons dropping around. 
Papa is fastening Mamma’s tight 


dress again. 


never leave my seat between the acts. I have a friend who 
‘Those two seats? Don’t you think that they 
are pretty far over toward the wall? If the seats were for 





myself I don’t know that I would mind that, but when you 
are buying for some one else vou feel a certain responsibility. 
I wonder if I could step into the theatre and see just the ex- 
act location of those seats? You can tell so much more by 
seeing the actual seat than by seeing its location on a diagram. 
For one thing, the posts don’t show in the diagram and they 
do in the theatre, and my friend was so anxious that I should n’t 
get seats behind a post, although I would about as soon sit 
behind a post as behind a woman with her hair dressed a 
foot high as I did the other night. I don’t exaggerate in the 
least when I say that her hair was dressed a full foot high, 
and she had an aigrette that stood up six or eight inches 
above her hair. I told my husband that she could have 
taken off nine-tenths of her hair just as easily as she had 
taken off her hat, and she should have been compelled to have 
done it, for Those seats right there? Well, now, if the 
seats were for myself I would like them very well, but, as I 
say, they are for a friend with a young baby who doesn’t get 
to the theatre very often, and when she does go she wants 
good seats and I tell you what I will do. I will phone 
out to my friend and tell her the exact location of the seats 
and see what she says. You have a phone, of course. O, a 
pay phone? I should think you would have a free ‘phone 
for your patrons, but I would rather pay five cents than get 
unsatisfactory seats. Whereis the’phone? Please hold those 
seats until I get back. I want to ’phone to my friend anyhow 
about another matter. I will be back in just a minute.” 

It was forty-nine minutes later when she came back 
and said: - 

“My friend’s baby is n’t very well this morning and she 
thinks she’d better not order the tickets until to-morrow. 
I will be in again if she wants them then. If they were for 
myself I O, certainly, beg pardon. I didn’t know i 
was keeping any one else from the window.” M. M. 











IRONY FOR SARCASM. 
i Actress (disdainfully).— Twenty dollars a week! 
Why, whom do you think you ‘re trying to engage? 
MANAGER (of bush repertoire company ).— Why — er — | 
beg your pardon, madam, but which New York theatre is 
named after you? 
PROBABLY. 


| ieee What did the Philistines say after David had 
slain Goliath ? 





WILLIE.—O, I suppose they said “ Never mind. The season’s 


young yet. Wait till David hits a slump.” 
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' His thoughts were running “ Homeagain ! ’’— 
¢ _ His visage wore a happy grin; 
‘ Full soon he reached the gate, and then 
AN+— He reached the door and entered in. 
Ny And did she fly to feel his arm, 
: With happy sighs and manner sweet? 
; Ah no! She cried in wild alarm: 
“Go back —Go back and wipe your feet!” 
Chas. C. Jones. 
° ADVICE TO YOUNG AUTHORS. 


} BY BILLION BESTSELLER. 


Write! Not “Live.” Not “Observe.” Not“Think.” Just 
Write! WRITES! That’s the way I do. 

" As soon as you make a hit, however slight, make 
the most of it. Send out items about your 
methods of work, your habits of life, your little 
idiosyncrasies. Handle yourself as a genius, 
and people will believe that you are one. They 
believe that of me. 

If a publisher asks you for a book for this 
season, tell him your work is engaged so far ahead 
that you cannot promise it before next season, 
and that you will require five hundred dollars 

advance fee. He will be sure you are a great 
success, and will send you a retainer of a thousand 

I get that sum. 


T you would succeed, as I have succeeded, there is but one rule: 





dollars. 
If an editor requests an article for the July number, tell him you 


cannot get time for it until December. He will proceed to give you 
orders for three years ahead. ‘They do me. 

If you have a book published, get out three hundred copies at a 
time, so that your thousandth copy can be marked “Fourth Edition.” 

Give the publisher points for the editorial items sent out with the 
review copies. If possible, write them yourself. I do. 

Don’t pretend to know more about the public’s taste than the pub- 
lic itself knows. I don’t. 

The publisher is your true public. He is mine. 

In short, remember that “nothing succeeds like success,” except 
the appearance of success; that always succeeds far better. I have 
proved it over and over again. Amos R. Wells. 
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HIS ULTIMATE REWARD. 


‘* ALL his life he had never whistled a dance-tune on Sunday, nor 
played a game of chance upon any occasion. He never used 
oaths or tobacco in any form. ‘The Demon Rum had never rambled 
hilariously through the cobwebbed corridors of his desiccated anatomy, 
and he had never kissed a person of the opposite sex between the ages 
of forty-six and five. He never witnessed a horse-race, and never even 
thought of the bare possibility of chorus-girling. In short, he lived a 
noble example and a consistent mollycoddle, and when his pale gray 
career came to an end the editor of the weekly news- 
paper in the village wherein he had passed his 
neat but not gaudy existence, in trying to do 
the proper thing by him in an obituary 
way, referred to him as “The Hon.” 
And so the readers who had not been 
acquainted with him thought a great 
deal worse of him than he deserved. GF 


INTANGIBLE. 
— (to little daughter, aged 
six ).—What are you going to give 

papa for his Christmas, Elsie? 

ELsie (mysteriously ).—Promise you 
won't tell if I tell you? 

MoTHER.— Not a word, dear. 

Exsite.— Well, I’m making him a pretty 
handkerchief case, an’ I 've got it ’most done 
’cept puttin’ in the smell! 


ALADDIN AND HIS 
WONDERFUL LAMP. 


ost of us forget rather than forgive, 
because it is easier. 








yf. the world’s a stage, and all the people actors, but the most of us would like 
an opportunity to manage the troupe. 
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SOMETHING 


CuHorus Lapy.—Why should I marry you, Jim? 
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IN THAT. 


You have n’t got a dollar to your name! 


Tuk NeERvy OnE.—No; but think of the advertising you’d get—— beautiful chorus-girl marries a scene-shifter! 


THE REFORMER CONVERTED. 


“ OUNG MAN,” said the reformer, as he put up his right hand 
dramatically, “are you aware of the baneful effects of nico- 
tine on the human system? Have you considered what 
you are coming to?” 

The owner of the cigar had a few minutes to while away before 
getting on his high stool again, so he tilted up against the pipe-shop and 
exhaled a cloud of fragrant 
smoke. 

“ But I only indulge once in 
a while,” he answered, ‘and 
then only nice ones.” His tone 
held rare good humor. 

“<QOnce in a while,’”  re- 
peated the reformer excitedly, 
“but ‘hat forms the habit. It 
says so right here in this pam- 
phlet. In time you may’con- 
sume a dozen a day. Think of 
the horror of it!” 

The subject allowed his ex- 
pressive blue eyes to follow a 
half-dozen well-executed rings. 

“O no, I won't,” he answered 
cheerfully. ‘ Buy ’em two for a 
quarter—never pay less. Dozen 
a day would break me. Gee, but 
they ’re fine—these twofors!” 

The reformer moved _ner- 
vously from one foot to the 
other. “ But some day you may 
become wealthy,” he chirped. 
“Time brings many changes. 
Years ago I had wealth, but it 
went with the wrong ponies. Since 


then I have done many things. “Huh! I’m worse than 


Just now I am working for the vanished bank-account!”’ 





A TEARFUL PAIR. 


‘I’m the saddest thing there is—the ghost of a lost love.” against the pipe-shop igniting with 


League and receive a bare pittance, but I must show results. Please 
stop smoking and sign name and address in the back of this pamphlet. 
I have n’t made a convert to-day!” His voice ended feebly, as 
he watched the hazy rings of smoke dissolve into nothingness. 

“Sorry,” replied the young man, in a brisk voice, “but I could n’t 

think of it. Smooths over the rough places for me all right—forget care 
and trouble, and all that sort of thing. Did you ever smoke ?” 

“Many years ago,” mur- 
mured the reformer reminis 
cently and sadly, as he inhaled 
the rich aroma of the Hav- 
ana—‘“yes, a dozen a day. 
But only nice ones.” 

“Well,” said the other, giv- 
ing indication that it was time 
for him to move on, “I would 
not give up my Havana fora 
fortune. It’s soft and balmy 
to the mouth and like attar of 
roses to the nostrils. It makes 
one forget all his worries, and 
dream 24 

The reformer clutched the 
young man on the arm. “You 
tax me beyond human endur- 
ance,” he whispered hoarsely. 
«Give me the mate to it, I beg 
of you — if you believe in 
brotherly love!” 

The young man passed out 
the other cigar without a sigh, 
for he was a good sport. A 
moment later, glancing back, 

he saw the reformer tilted up 
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great gusto the Havana from a burn- 
ing pamphlet. 


that! I ’m the shost of a 
£ 
Willirm Sanford. 
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MONOLOGUE BY SUSIE, HOLIDAY EXTRA. 


Say, Mame, is that one of your fellers? 





ES ’M, these books is all best-sellers ; 
Last year they was a dollar-fifty— 


My, but he thinks he ’s somethin’ nifty! 
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Fifty the house has marked ’em down ter— 
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yes’m! Any on this counter 
Is titty cents; just look ’em over. 










Say, Mame, have we got Pigs in Clover ? 






Beg pardon! Cash! CasH! Wrap this, Sadie! Cash! CaSH! Say, Mame, have we got Dickens? 
Say, Mame, where is the books on jelly? Say, Mame—Cash ! Cash !—where can this party 
Cookbooks two aisles over, lady— Find Wiggins’s Mother’s Scary Chickens ? 
What ’sthat? Say, Mame, not jelly—Shelley. Just one aisle over. She looks hearty! 
Say, Mame, have we got Madame Adam ? Say, Mame, here comes them two fresh fellers— 
Gee, my poor feet! All half-a-dollar. Here, Cash! Gum? No, I’ve got my jaw full— 
1 satd one-half-a-dollar, madam! Yes 'm, these books is all best-sellers— 


Say, Mame, just spot that swell dame’s collar. Say, Mame, my feet aches somethin’ awfz/ ! 


Ellis Parker Butler. 





THE FAMILY’S CHRISTMAS LITANY. 


ATHER SPEAKS.— From Tennyson and Whittier calendars; 
from any more cigar-cutters or paper-weights; from 
shaving-mugs with “Father” in gilt thereon; from bills 
for boxes of bad cigars; from Dolly Varden suspenders 
with silver buckles and maline bows; from any con- 
founded shell, pearl, or pebble thing from Asbury Park: 
Good Lord, deliver met 





MOTHER NEXT.—From bonbon dishes; from flatteringly 
small gloves that cannot be exchanged; from glass hatpin holders; from 
rubber-plants for the hall; from Chinese dinner-gongs and chamois 
spectacle cleaners; from blue and white souvenir plates illustrating bits 
of historical Boston, Philadelphia, and Hoboken; from hand-painted 
buttons and stenciled medicine-glass covers; from cheery knit shawls, of 
which I now have seven; from the annual deluge of photographs of my 
sister-in-law’s babies: Aiud Providence, deliver me! 


Now WILiI1AM.—From somebody else’s taste in neckties; from 
ash-trays, from another copy of Zhe Other Wise Man—I doubt, O Lord, 
if there is another,—from feverish socks; from silk pajamas and quota- 
tions from Longfellow bound in padded leather; from scented soap; 
from any of those menagerie stickpins,—lizards or camels or owls or 
snakes or beetles—from anything that a woman can think to give a man: 
Dear old Devil of Christmas, deliver me! 


KATHARINE FROM CoLLeEGeE.—From silver-mounted fountain-pens 
that emit ink like Old Faithful; from college-girl memory-books and 
college-girl rah-rah pictures; from pink writing-paper and silver-topped 
cold-cream jars; from perfumes and caramels; from Harvard or Yale or 
Dartmouth or any other college sofa-pillows; from Don'ts for the College 
Sophomore; from china-backed hair-brushes or any more copies of 
When Patty Went to College, or diamond hat-pins or college-seal watch- 
fobs; from illuminated copies of Z Am the Master of My Fate; from 
any more knives or bowls or cups or stirrers or spoons or lifters from 
the college tea-table: Dear Lord and Patron Saint of the College Girl, 
deliver me ! 

Last oF ALL, Jimmy.—From toys fit for a two-year-old in skirts; 
from knives with blades that bust if you just imagine cuttin’ something 
with ’em; from mushy baseball gloves that ain’t worth a quarter and 
can’t be swapped; from rocker-skates and rubber-boots that I could n’t 
have pulled on me five years ago; from any more Henty books—I’ve 
got ’em all now, with seven duplicates; from the puffed-rice candy that 
sister makes; from handkerchiefs and hair-brushes — which is bein’ a 
waste of money; from skating-caps that ain’t my school colors,—from 
all those things that I always get: Go//y, Lord, deliver me! 


Omnes.—From all these things that we have to inflict upon the 
laundress’s children and the Salvation Army, just this once, dear Lord, 
deliver us,—and get a move on, for some of them are beginning to 
come already! Kate Kelly. 








F  paend is the mother of invention, but Wealth, as a rule, Sets the custody 
of the child. 
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/ IN A FRONTIER GRAVEYARD. 



















ERE lie the dead ’neath headboards stained by time, Here’s Bob the Methodist, and Sleepy Ike, 
> In graves uncared for—rudest heaps of earth; And Doughface Henderson and Whisky Mack, 
; Rough men, whose lives on earth were stained with crime, And poor Joe Bowers (not the man from Pike), 
c * Devoid of every mark of honest worth. And Faro Dick and old Three-Finger Jack. 
Z In ways unnatural they met with death, And others, names unknown, lie in this spot; 
ad In blood-stained garments they were hid from sight; And, standing in this border burial-ground, 
. A curse clung to each victim’s dying breath, Rude and uncared for, comes the ‘passing thought 
And hatred lit their eyes till dimmed of light. That when the dead wake at the trumpet sound 
With boots yet on their sinful feet they ’Il lie Old Gabriel will be filled with mute surprise 
Till Gabriel’s trumpet echoes from on high. To see this gang of thoroughbreds arise ! 


























James Barton Adams. 


Here rests the shot-up frame of Smoky Tim 
Whose stolen horse lacked necessary speed, 
And close beside him sleeps old Greaser Jim 
4 Who was by Vigilantes roped and treed. 
Just over there lies Sacramento Joe 
Who died with boots too full of wriggling snakes, 
And just beyond they planted Tommy Lowe 
Who made a fatal play to grab the stakes 
From off the table in a game of draw— 
“ Bit off,” the boys said, “more ’n he could chaw!”’ 


Here lies old Texas Joe, who met his death 
From hand of one who was of quicker fire, 
And Tuscarora Sam, whose fund of breath 
Slipped from him when he called Black Bill a liar. 
And here lies Poker Frank, who tried to steal 
The frayed affections of Sport Daly’s dame; 
And this rude board stands over Brocky Teale 
Whom drink had made unsteady in his aim 
When, with their shooters, he and Grizzly Pete 
Went forth to hunt each other on the street. 
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PUCK 


A MEMENTO. 


¢ Gaze upon it long with feelings tender, 
That witness mute of her who left it there. 
I wonder whether she was plump or slender, 
And had she auburn, brown, or golden hair? 


Romance awakes, and countless dreams come thronging 
Until the dusk is filled with thoughts of her; 
And all my soul o’erflows with deepest longing 
To suive the doubts that set my heart astir. 


Lo! Even yet the atmosphere is laden 

With perfume faint that thrills me like old wine. 
I would I knew, ah me! the dainty maiden 

Who came and went and left that single sign. 


’T is plain some smaller hand than mine has fingered 
The very spot whereon my hand I lay. 

Perhaps my one true soul-mate here has lingered 
To dream of one without whom life were gray! 


Yet, after all, it may be I have wasted 
A genuine, intense, poetic thrill; 

Perhaps some “fright ’’ has left it here, well tasted— 
That wad of gum stuck on the window-sill! 


aA 


Walter G. Doty. 


DEROGATORY. 


HE woman started from her sleep with a piercing shriek, and her 
family rushed in to find her sitting bolt upright, her eyes staring 
affrightedly, while great beads of perspiration stood out upon her brow. 
“Nightmare!” they exclaimed bitterly, as with a sense of the obso- 
lete character of the horse kind. 
“No, a last year’s automobile!” protested the woman. But though 
by that she made it appear that her faux fas was not as bad as it might 
be, nevertheless she sank back among her pillows and wept desolately. 











WHILE THE OVERTURE PLAYS. 


A WOMAN WHO HAS JUST BEEN SHOWN TO HER 
SeEAT.— Hereafter I'll buy all my theatre 

tickets myself. ‘The idea of your selecting these 

away over on the side! I’m going to—— 


quit barking. The veterinary gave her 
a dose of something or other, but it 
did n’t help her, and I think it would 
have been better if I had made her —— 
A Woman wITH WILLOW 
PiumMes.—A pink peau de soie slip 
with Irish crochet vevers, and —— 


straight up and down behind. An engine 
of this kind can easily be attached to any 
sort of flying craft and is 

A MAN IN A BOK... bound to 
fall. It opened at par and in fifteen 
minutes had reached 104! Every- 
body knows that 

A WoMAN IN THE BaLcony.— 
The divorce was a great secret. Nota 
soul knew it but —— 








ninety per cent. of the population of the 
town. It is known as the place where 
there is a mortgage on a home for every 
automobile. But if they can bridge 

A Woman WITH A NE&AR-ERMINE 
CoLLar.— Whist is “Ae game without a doubt. Nothing else is so smart. 
If I were you I would have about five tables, and —— 

A SMALL Boy IN THE GALLERY: ....- - somethin’ ter eat on every 
one! An’ de elephant swiped it all while de clown’s back wus turned! 
Chee whiz! butit wusaswellact! ( Zhen, when the overture is finished): 

ALL OF THEM (with variations ).—Wasn’t that a beauty? The 
orchestra here is unusually good. It pays to come early and get the full 
benefit of it! Hfarvey Peake. 


AN OLD MAIL-CARRIER. 























“A Merry Christmas, Puck,’ quotb they; 
Quotb be, “The best of cheer to you! 
A Merry Christmas Puck and gay 
1 try to bring eacb year to you!” 
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Louis IX, the ‘‘ St. Louis’’ of history, reigned as King of France 
from 1226 to 1270. 


‘‘The 24-Hour St. Louis,’’ the Pennsylvania Railroad's limited 
express between New York and St. Louis, is the reigning 24-hour train 
in 1911, between the Hudson and the Mississippi, covering the 1054 
miles from sunset to sunset. 


Leaves New York Arrives 
Pennsylvania Station Hudson Terminal Cleveland Cincinnati 
6.32 P. M. 6.30 P. M. 7.30 A. M. 10.25 A. M. 


‘The 24-Hour St. Louis’? has ‘‘all Limited Train Features,’’ 
electric lights, terminal telephones, bathroom, barber, ladies’ maid, and 
stenographer, and is composed of a Pullman parlor smoking car, dining 
car, drawing-room sleeping cars, and a compartment observation car 
fron New York to St. Louis, and sleeping cars from New York to 
Cleveland and Cincinnati. . 


‘*The 24-Hour New Yorker,’’ the companion train eastward, 
leaves St. Louis 12.20 P.M., and arrives New York, Pennsylvania 
Station, 1.20 P. M., giving passengers half a day in each city. 


Other through express trains to St. Louis leave the Pennsylvania 
Station at 8.04,-10.50 A. M., 2.04, and 6.34 P. M. 





Consult Nearest Ticket Agent. 


PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD 








St. Louis 


5.25 P. M. 











december thirty-first 
is all right— 

but how "bout 
january one 


f° as far as you like 
ut come back via 


the 
RED RAVEN 
route 
main line to health 
clears the head 


scrapes the tongue 
sweetens the breath 
and puts you night for 
1912 
splits, everywhere 15c 

















| 








ENOUGH. 


“T DON’T see why he wants to marry 
her; he has only known her a week.” 
“That ’s the answer.”— Houston Fost. 











ASH RECEIVERS. 





Puck’s Original Drawings 








For Goop CIGARS. 


For Bap CIGARS. 
—Meggendorfer Blitter. 





A comPany of motion-picture actors and actresses gave a performance of 
“Chantecler” on the grounds adjoining the suburban studio of a film-manu- 
facturing company. A little later one of the actors, out for a walk, came upon 
a man seated by the roadside and weeping bitterly.’ 

“What’s the matter?” inquired the sympathetic player. 

“T’m one of the patients at the sanitarium for bugs over yonder,” explained 
the despairing one. “Yesterday the doc said I was well—boo-hoo—and that I 


he Original Drawings of any Illustrations in PUCK 
may be bought by persons who wish to use them 
for decorative purposes. Just the things to hang on 

the walls of your Parlor, Library, or “Den.” 


@ Price, size, and character of each drawing will be sent 
on application. 


@ Give number of PUCK and page. 





could leave in a day or two. And what do you suppose I saw this morning? 
Roosters and hens six feet high and talkin’ just like humans! If I get away from 
that sanitarium in ten years I’ll be doing mighty well.” —Zippincott’s. 








Address PUCK, 295—309 Lafayette St. NEW YORK 














Aollinarts 


THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


Bottled only at the Spring, Neuenahr, Germany, 
and Only with its Own Natural Gas. 














PETER (who has just delivered his school report).—In the meantime, I’ Il 
get you a measure of beer! —Fiiegende Blatter. 


GETTING HIS MIND OFF IT. Fi, 





Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are 
appetizing and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. UO, W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





For Christmas 


Any man would appreciate the 





Krementz Collar Button Set for a 
Christmas Gift—a Bridge 
or Euchre Prize 
Four Krementz One-Piece Buttons—for front and back 
of neck and sleeves, in an attractive ribbon-tied box. 
14K Rolled Gold Plate 
will wear a lifetime 


One Dollar the Set 
10K Gold, $4.00 14K Gold, $6.00 


Quality stamped on back of each button and guaranteed. 
Sent on receipt of price; if not sold by your jeweler or 
haberdasher. 


Booklet on request. 
Krementz & Co., 61 Chestnut St., Newark, N. J. 


Krementz Bodkin-Clutch Studs pan Vest Buttons 
Go in like a Needle—Hold like an Anchor 





GOUT & RAEUMATISM 


SAFE, EFFECTIVE. 50c. & $1.00 
DRUGGISTS, of 93 Henry St., Brooklyn, N.Y, 





| He spoke of hats, he spoke of law, 





WELCOME To Our City! 

They put him down to make a speech 

‘To welcome them to town, 
Forgetting that, whate’er he does, 

He’s prone to do it—brown. 
And when they introduced him 

They hailed him with a shout, - 
Until he sadly queried, ‘‘ Does 

Your husband know you’re out?” 


He spoke of many things. . 

He spoke of ash-can cabbages 
And wise domestic kings; 

He spoke of strikes and Scripture 
In a manner most devout, 

But he ended up by asking, ‘‘ Does 
Your husband know you’re out?” 


They put him down to welcome them. 
For none of them foresaw 

He ’d welcome them with history 
And quote the common law; 

He talked, all right, but just the same 
His exit was a rout, 

For he welcomed them as follows: 

** Does 
Your husband know you’re out?” 
—Lvening Sun. 


‘*T LOVE you!”’ he cried, throwing 
all restraint to the winds. 

‘*Do you really and truly love me?”’ 
she answered, still unyielding. 

‘*T swear I do!” 

**How much?” 

‘*How do I know how much? 
With all my heart, and soul, and 
strength, and mind, and 

**Wait! Couldn’t you love me any 
more?” 

‘*Dearest, if I loved you any more 
I don’t think I could stand it.” 





A Botte CanpipaTE. 

They were nominating justices of the peace in a convention at Butte, 
Montana. Aun orator named Dugan had the job of presenting the names of 
several of them. He had the names on slips of paper. 

“Gentlemen of the convention,” he roared, “it is my duty, as it is my 
pleasure, to place in nomination for the highly important office of justice of the 
peace a man whose name is a household word in our community; a man whose 
name is known to us all; a man who is popular with us all; a man whose name, 
as I said, is a household word in Butte . 

All this time Dugan was shuffling his slips and trying to remember what 
the man’s name was. He saw the anxious candidate in the back of the hall 
frantically making signs. 

“Hey, you!” shouted Dugan. 
confounded household-word name of yours is!” 





“Come on up here and tell us what that 
ening Post. 








ERE 


Since the decision rendered by the United States Supreme 
Court, it has been decided bythe Monks hereafter to bottle 


CHARTREUSE 


(Liqueur Péres Chartreux) 


a, 


both being identically the same article, under a combi- 
nation label representing the old and the new labels, and 
in the old style of bottle bearing the Monks’ familiar 
insignia, as shown in this advertisement. 

According to the decision of the U. S. Supreme 
Court, handed down by Mr. Justice Hughes on May 
29th, 1911, no one but the Carthusian Monks (Peres 
Chartreux) is entitled to use the word CHARTREUSE 
as the name or designation of a Liqueur, so their victory 
in the suit against the Cusinier Company, representing 
M. Henri Lecouturier, the Liquidator appointed by the 
French Courts, and his successors, the Compagnie 
Fermiere de la Grande Chartreuse, is complete. 

The Carthusian Monks (Péres Chartreux), and they 
alone, have the formula or recipe of the secret process 
employed in the manufacture of the genuine Chartreuse, 
and have never parted with it. There is no genuine 
Chartreuse save that made by them at Tarragona, Spain. 
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At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés. 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y, 
Sole Agents for United States. 














Dipn’t Want ’EoM. 


A wedding party was disturbed by the crying of a baby belonging to one of 
the women guests. One of the young ladies present remarked to the bridemaid: 

‘What a nuisance babies are at a wedding!” 

“T should say so,” returned the latter, and added, without very full 
consideration: ‘When I send out the invitations to my wedding I shall have 
printed in the corner, ‘No babies expected.’”—Printing Trade News. 


“Wuat’s the trouble with you and your fiancé? Is he jealous?” 
“Well, he isn’t exactly jealous, but he’s what you might call old-fashioned. 
He doesn’t want me to be engaged to anybody else.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 





THE VERY BEST! 


THE ORIGINAL ISSUES OF 


Cot ana Christmas Double Numbers 


For the CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS OF 1911 
NOW READY! 


Price 
The London Graphic . $0.50 | Bystander . . . . . $0.50 
Illustrated LondonNews . .50 Se ene pes >? = 
"A 1 ee a eka... a 

eee eee . Le Figaro Illustre, Engiish text . 1.00 
Black & White . . . .- .50 ‘ ‘ 

Le Figaro Illustre, French Text . 1.00 
Holly Leaves - + # « 50 Art Annual, The Christmas Number 
Sketch . «+ « -50 of the Art Journal . . .75 


Whitaker’s Almanack, (Paper) 50c.,  (ciotn) $1.00 


THESE CHRISTMAS NUMBERS 
ARE THE FINEST IN THE WORLD. 
They should be ordered without delay, as there will be NO SECOND EDITIONS. 








ALL NEWSDEALERS AND 
THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, 





‘*Why not?” 
‘‘T might want to marry you.”— 
Cleveland Plain Dealer, 


Importers and Exporters of Subscriptions received for 
Newspapers, Periodicals and Books, any Periodical, foreign roy domestic. 


Nos, 83 & 85 Duane St. sous tes East of Broadway), New York. 











Se 4 at 8 l= 









ose 
ne, 


hat 
nall 


hat 





ne of 
1aid: 


full 
have 


ned. 
rnal. 





r 
nestic. 














Round trip tickets, in- 
cluding meals and state- 
room berth on Old 


Dominion Steamers. 


NEW YORK 
TO 
NORFOLK 
AND 
OLD POINT 


AND RETURN 


$14.00 











Hot or Cold-Sea Water 
Baths can be procured 
on steamer without charge 


W. L. WOODROW 
Tratfic Manager 





OLD POINT COMFORT, 


A SHORT SEA TRIP TO 


NORFOLK, RICHMOND or WASHINGTON, 


Every accommodation for 
comfort on our spacious 
and luxurious steamers 





















OLD DOMINION 


HOLIDAY OUTINGS 





LIN 


AFFORDING 
PLEASURE and REST 


D.C. 





Round trip tickets, in- 
cluding meals and state- 
room berth on Old 
Dominion Steamers. 


NEW YORK 


WASHINGTON, 
D.C. 
AND RETURN 


$15.00 











The Only Direct Line to OLD POINT COMFORT and NORFOLK Without Change 


Steamers are all equipped 
with the United Wireless 


Telegraph System 


STEAMERS SAIL EVERY WEEK DAY AT 3 P. M. 
Tickets and Stateroom Reservations, Pier 25, North River, Foot of No. Moore Street, New York 
Send for Illustrated Pamphlet, Desk P 


J. J. BROWN 


General Passenger Agent 

















New Rupture Cure 


Don’t Wear a Truss. 


Brooks’ Appliance. New dis- 
covery. Wonderful. No ob- 
noxious springs or pads. Au- 
tomatic Air Cushions. Binds 
and draws the broken parts to- 
ng as you would a broken 
mb. No salves. No lym- 
phol. Nolies. Durable, cheap. 
Sent on trial. Pat.Sept.10,’01. 


CATALOGUE FREE. 


C. E. BROOKS, 181 Brooks 
Building, Marshall, Mich. 


























If You Like 
to Hunt, 
Fish or Camp 


You will enjoy the 
National Sportsman 


. Every month the National 
Sportsman contains 160 pa- 
ges or more, crammed from 
cover to cover with photos 
from life, stories of — 
ing, fishing. camping and 
tramping, which will Suri 
and interest you. 

monthly visitor will lure 
you pleasantly away from 
the monotonous grind of 
your every-day work to the 
healthful atmosphere of the 
woods and fields Single 
copies, 16c., yearly sub- 
— with watch fob, 


Special Trial Offer 


Send us 25 cts. 
stamps or coin, and 
we'will send you 
a copy of the 

National Sports- 
man, also one 
of our heavy 
burnished Or- 
molu Gold 

Watch Fobs 

(regular price 

50 cts.) as here 

shown, with rus- 

set leather strap 
and gold-plated 

Ybuckle. Can you 

beat this? 


Send To-day. 


Watch Fob, reg. price, 50c ALL 
National an at 15¢ YOURS 25c 
ss<) + FOR 














NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, Inc., 78 FederalSt., Boston, Mass. 















2 ip onl ho im (2.2N\2 
Bar Keepers Friend 


ft will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals 0: 

reine aang Se em. 25c 1 lb box, For sale by drug- 
nd 2c stamp for sample to 

sagt 295 E, Washington 8t.,Ind! Ind. 
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THE SUPREME TEST. 


BuniyM 
-scapgignm 


PRroFEssoR BUNKUM.—I now introduce to you Braino, the 

This wonderful creature, gentlemen, can 

perform all the most intelligent and important tasks of daily life. 
GiPPSLAND Cocky.— Can he milk? — Sydney Bulletin. 





getting the very best. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it ; 


insures your 


U. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





“No particular preparation. 





THE PREPARATION. 
‘“‘ Doctor, what preparation is necessary before diagnosing a patient’s case?” 
You are, of course, perfectly familiar with the 
schedule price of the different operations, so you just look him up in Bradstreet’s | 
|and find out how serious an operation he can stand.”— Houston Post. 
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Ever Brewed 


Tell “George” to bring 
you Blatz. Watch for 
the label—the triangle. 
It stands for quality. 


** Always the same 
Good Old Bliatz” 
from Milwaukee 



















Ask for it at the Club, Cafe 
or Buffet. | Insist on. Blatz. 


orresp jirect. 











CLinTon.—-I suppose your little ones 
ask you many embarrassing questions ? 

CLUBLEIGH.—Yes, they are just like 
_therr mother.— Boston Transcript. 











































Great Western 


EXTRA DRY 


Champagne 


The only American Cham- 
Pagne ever awarded a 
Gold Medal at Foreign 
Expositions: 


Paris Exposition, 1867 
France 

Paris Exposition, 1889 
France 

Paris Exposition, 1900 
France 

Vienna Exposition, 1873 
Austria 

Bruxelles Exposition, 1897 
Belgium 

Bruxelles Exposition, 1910 
Belgium 


Pieasant Valley 
Wine Co. 


Oldest and Langeet Champagne 
° in America 
Rheims New York 
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A BOTTLED 
DELIGHT 


completing “we 

touch to the festive Wt@emuecnenn 
spirit of Yuletide —a 

CLUB COCKTAIL to prepare the 


palate for the Christmas fare. 


The soft mellowness and delightful flavor of this 

rfect blend of old liquors are due to their precise 

oma and: proper ageing before bottling. No 

newly made cocktails can compare with them. 
Simply strain through cracked ice and serve. 


Martini (gin base) and Manhattan (whiskey base) are the most 
popular, At all dealers. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors 


Hartford New York London 
SrsiSseGlser@DhGgrmaie 


agattiak: 















Attention 
is Called to 


GOLD SEAL 
Champagne 


) 
‘ 
The Leading American % 
Wine 
f 


A trial of which will 
prove to your entire 
satisfaction that cham- 
pagne can be made 3 
in America, superior © 
in quality to the im- 
ported product. 
Two Kinds 
Special Dry— Brut 


Sold by all leading grocers 
and wine merchants. 


Urbana Wine Co. 


URBANA, N. Y. 





Music OF THE FurTvurReE. 

A lady at a musicale at Long Branch 
approached a celebrated violinist and 
exclaimed enthusiastically: 

“I so admired that last piece you 
played! It had a kind of wild, free 
beauty—an eerie madness that thrilled 
me to the heart. Was it, may I ask, 
your own composition ?” 

‘“ Madam,” the other answered 
coldly, “I was putting a new E string 
on my viclin.”—Cincinnatt Enquirer. 







THE LONG ROUTE. 


| wn Lilies 








‘*My first wife said if I married again, she ’d dig her 
way out of the grave and haunt me.” 
‘* But you did marry again.” 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 


‘ - 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE : 20 Beekman Streets “*¥ YORK. 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


‘Yes; but I buried her face down. Let her dig! ”"—7he Tatler. 





‘‘WisE men make proverbs, and fools quote them,” observed A. 
«“That’s so,” agreed B. ‘By the way, who was the author of that 









BUNNER'S 


SHORT 
STORIES ™ 


H. C. BUNNER. 


SHORT SIXES. 
Stories to be Read while the Candle 
Burns, Illustrated. 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS. 
= ted of Small Stories, Illus- 
rated, 


MADE IN FRANCE, 
French Tales Retold with a United 
States Twist. Illustrated. 


MORE SHORT SIXES. 


Illustrated. 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE, 


Stray Notes and Comments on His 
Simple Life. Illustrated. 


ut 








Five Volumes, in Cloth, $5.00 
Per Volume, - 7.00 
For sale by all Booksellers, or from the 
Publishers on receipt of price. 


Address PUCK, New York, 





























one?”—FPlain Dealer. 
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CHRISTMAS DINNERS 


300,000 
POOR 


PEOPLE 


Will be 
supplied by 
The 
Salvation Army 


Throughout the 
United States 


Will you help by 
G@ending a donation, 
no matter how small 


TO COMMANDER 


MISS BOOTH 


118 W. 14th Street, New York City 
Western States, Comuhissioner Estill, 669 S. State St., Chicage 
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An Ideal Christmas Gift 





MURRAY ® 
LANMAN’S 


Florida 
Water 














“‘THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME” 





Unrivaled, Unequaled, Unique 
—for the Handkerchief, 
Dressing-table and Bath, 
or for use after Shaving. 
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Remington Typewriter 


is the 











The No. 10 and No. 11 Visible Remington Models are the latest 
expressions of Remington leadership. They represent the sum total 
of all typewriter achievement—past and present. 

They contain every merit that the Remington has always had, and 
every merit that any writing machine has ever had. ! 

They contain, in addition, new and fundamental improyements 
that no typewriter has ever -had; among them the first column 
selector, the first built-in tabulator, and the first key-set tabulator. 
The Model 11 with Wahl Mechanism is also the first Adding and 
Subtracting Typewriter. These improvements are the latest con- | 
tributions to typewriter progress, and they are Remington contribu- 
tions—every one. 

The Remington, the original pioneer in the typewriter field, is the 
present day pioneer in all new developments of the writing machine 


ee 














Remington Typewriter Company 
(Incorporated) 
New York and Everywhere 
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PUCK’S ILLUMINATED 
CHRISTMAS CARD 


% 
BY 
¥ Those of our readers who, in former years, have made their 
‘ 
: 











friends a CHRISTMAS PRESENT of a year’s Subscription to PUCk, 
will be glad to learn that we are still issuing our Handsome Presen- 
tation Card. It is designed by the well-known artist, Mr. F. A. 
Nankivell, and is a beautiful example of color printing. 


The Best Christmas Present= 
A Year’s Subscription to Puck and 
Puck’s Christmas Card 


Many people have, no doubt, often thought of a year’s subscription 
to Puck as A SUITABLE CHRISTMAS PRESENT, but have refrained from 
giving it, owing to the difficulty of making the presentation. ‘The usual 
plan has been to present a receipted bill from the publishers; but as this 
is like putting the price-mark on a present, that plan has never ‘been 
popular. It remained for Puck to overcome this difficulty. If you desire 
to present a subscription to Puck to anybody, send us Five Dollars, and 
his (or her) name and address, which will be entered in our Subscription 
book for one year, and receive from us by return of mail a Card, of 
which the above reduced sketch gives the design in outline. 
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Try Xmas win "iim 

Wi Blow Tv you™Y! / 
Aciri tats sure 

Togo nou 

Tht were YEAR Hevne, ¢ 

Awo welt Bt Bound 

“Twi wot cet Time scam suw Te You 






This card, (size 714 x53{ inches.) printed in five colors and gold, 
is truly a work of art, worthy of a place in an album, or to be framed, 
thus being a perpetual reminder of the giver. The names of the giver 
and receiver are frivted on the card as indicated. 


Now, here is something tangible to give; 


To send by mail to distant dear ones; 
To put in the stocking, or to lay under the Xmas tree. 


Remember, there is no charge for the Card (which, by the way, 
comes in a fine envelope), nor for the printing in of the names; our 
only aim is to show our friends a unique way of making A SUITABLE 
CHRISTMAS PRESENT. Address, PUCK, New York. 











